for twenty years and you have never raised a hand to your
little wife before.3

He flung her back and helped her into bed. Perturbed by
his silence she several times called himc Dear * andf Darling*
in a voice of honey, still quivering with wrath and murder-
ous hate; but he made no reply.

Although he had gulped down his lunch Lolivier arrived
late at his office, having spent some time playing with the
mouse. Michaud was already at his writing table. In the
other room Solange was typing, while slyly watching
Eusebe's eyes. For a few days past the youth had been
manifesting a timid interest in the typist's legs and had taken
to gazing at them surreptitiously. The fear of being caught
sometimes injected a little blood into his hollow, livid
cheeks. Solange, who took a high delight in awakening this
furtive curiosity, did everything she could to stimulate it, and
calculate the angles most favourable to Eusebe's vision,
meditating an outburst of indignation when the boy's
agitation became flagrant. Several times a day she happened
to drop her pencil at her feet but he had not yet been
sufficiently intelligent to come and pick it up.

Soknge was struck by the change in Lolivier's physi-
ognomy. It was something more than the reflection of a
passing preoccupation, but otherwise it baffled her. She was
equally curious to know what was contained in the large
package which he was carrying so gingerly, but he did not
say.

* Monsieur Lolivier, your son has just been here'
e What did he want?'

* But you sent him yourself to fetch a paper you had left
on your office table.*

' All right: but if he turns up here again when I'm out,
don't let him in on any pretext/
Leaving Solange unsatisfied, Lolivier went into the next
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